And her that wrongs it for the sorrow's sake
That chafes and rends her,

Murray.                         Pity may she give

And be praised for it; but to entertain
Hope or desire that wars against her trust
Should turn that praise to poison.    Have you seen
Since George went thence, or noted ere he went,
In her no token of a mingled mind
That sways 'twixt faith and such a faithless hoj'e
As feeds a mothers love with deadly dreams
Of prophesying ambition ? for in him
1 spied the sickness of a tainted heart
And fever-fired from the most mortal eyes
That ever love drank death of.

Sir W. Douglas.                      No, my lord.

Murray.    I would fain trust her mind were whole

in this

And her thoughts firm ; yet would not trust too for.
Who know what force of fraud and fire of will
In that fierce heart and subtle, without fear,
That God hath given so sweet a hiding-place,
Make how much more the peril and the power
Of birth and kinglier beauty, that lay wait
For her son's sake to tempt her.    We will hold
More speech of this ; here shall you rest to ni.ujit.